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Welcome to the Jungle 


Author's Notes: 
This is a "comfort love" type story. Enjoy! :) 


It could have been the cold night air, or the growling hum of the bus engine that kept him awake. It could have 
even been the light snoring coming from the top bunk over the aisle or most likely the loud snoring coming 
from the lower bunk over the aisle. But whatever it was, it was keeping me awake too. Every time he turned 


over in his restless sleep, the wooden bunk creaked above me. Damn cheap bus. 


But | knew what was really keeping the fallen angel from sleep, down deep in my heart | knew, and had always 
known. It was my duty, pledge and love for someone very close. But as | lay in my bunk | contemplated going to 
him and kissing his demons away or letting myself wander into blissful sleep and confront him in the morning. 


The latter was soon ruled out partly because | couldn't put up with that damn creaking anymore. 


| lifted the warm comforting sheets off my body and opened the curtain of my bunk. | gasped when my warm 
feet touched a cold carpet and my warm body reached cold air. Either | need to pack more socks or we need 


heating in this damn tour bus. | stood up tentatively and grimaced at the loud clicks and pops of my stiff 


joints. | took time to roll my eyes at the loud snoring | heard from a certain guitarist but | quickly turned my 
attention back to my mission that had me standing in the aisle of a moving tour bus in the first place. | needed 


to catch my fallen angel. 


| quietly pulled the top bunk's curtain away and stood slightly awed at what was in front of me. Piercing, 
bloodshot, yet beautiful brown eyes bore into mine before softening to a pleading look without a change of 
emotion on his pale face, just a hitched breath and muffled sob. There he was, pressed up against the wall, 
with the sheets tangled around his thin frame and the tousled raven hair | love so much spread against the 
pillow. | hardly felt myself breathe as | stood there, wondering how | could have contemplated ever not coming 


to his rescue. 


A hand snaked its way across the thin foam mattress and | felt my own clasp it strongly. | felt my body climb 
into the bunk beside him, | felt my hands pull the curtains closed, and | felt my arms wrap around his thin 
shoulders, but all | saw were those broken eyes and tears that threatened to fall 


| pulled him closer and no words were needed, as | kissed his demons away. 


>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 


It could have been the fact that it was warmer now, or it could have been the fact that | could smell 
readymade pancakes heating up in the microwave, but | knew exactly the reason why | was feeling unbelievably, 
amazingly wonderful this morning. It was him. Scott. My Scott. Three muttered words had confirmed it before 


he had slipped away into unconsciousness last night. 
| love you, too. 


| had woken up to see light streaking through the cracks in between the curtains and to see something | was 
way more interested in than the lights and sounds coming from the other end of the bus. 


His body was pressed into mine with his head lying against my shoulder and a contented smile across his 
beautiful face. His eyes were still closed in peaceful sleep for possibly the first time in a while. Feelings | had 
hidden before were starting to show and | couldn't help smiling goofily at his cute face. 


| had an arm resting lightly across waist band of his red pyjama pants and he had a hand tangled in my long 
mess of hair. | could have stayed like that all day but the smell of pancakes was teasing my senses. 


Still smiling goofily | slid away from his grip and out into the aisle. | stood and watched him for a few minutes. | 
watched as he took opportunity of the free space and spread out on his stomach, stuck an arm off the side 
of the bunk and heavily sighed in contentment. | watched him a while longer with that damn goofy smile on my 


face before a certain someone pulled me out of my trance. 


"Hey! Sleeping fucking beauty! Where the hell have you been?" 


Everyone knew that Slash was grumpy in the morning; he only cheered up after a cup of coffee was in his 
system, and apparently | was the only one who could make any sense of the damn coffee machine, and since I'd 
taken my time to get up and the fact that | had slipped out of Scotts bunk with that damn goofy smile, who 


wouldn't suspect something was up. 


Since | was in such a happy mood, | couldn't bothered to be pissed at him so instead | just smiled goofily and 
glided over to the coffee machine and pressed a few buttons. 


"What are you so happy about?" 

Matt decided to question my mood or more possibly my never-ending damn goofy smile. He was smirking so at 
least | knew he wasn't annoyed with me as well. And even Dave decided to take time to smirk through his large 
bowl of corn flakes. 

"Nothing much." That'll keep them guessing. 

| heard a beep, turned back to the machine and grabbed three full cups of coffee. | slammed one down in front 
of Slash and succeeded in splashing it over his pyjama pants, go me, and slid into a chair on the other side of 


the table, placing the two cups down and greedily snatched a plate full of pancakes. After a slightly delayed 


reaction, Slash let out a pained yell and ran for the bathroom to cool his now burning legs. 

"Damn you Duff!" 

| chuckled lightly to myself at that. 

The rest of us sat in silence while Slash grumbled over his now wet crotch. Matt read the back of a cereal 
box, Dave stuffed down his cereal and | stuffed down pancakes. Matt looked up from the box for a moment 
with a confused look. 

"Hey where's Scott?" 


Right on cue we all heard a resounding crash from down the aisle. And strangely enough giggling followed. 


"Does that answer your question?" | said before sticking my head out to look down the aisle to see Scott 


fighting with sheets on the floor. That was the point that Slash and | burst out laughing. 
Scott came up the aisle and slid into a chair next to me, rubbing his now sore hip. 
"What was that?" Slash said gasping for air. 


Scott turned on a mock glare before answering quietly, "I fell out of the damn bunk" 


That set us all off laughing our heads off. Scott just glared and grabbed the second cup of coffee and another 
cup and filled it with milk. He then snatched the cereal box from Matt, who made a failed attempt to get it 
back before stealing Dave's box to read. Scott proceeded to pour the cereal into his cup, yes cup, of milk. 

| looked at him with a raised eyebrow. 

"What? I'm not that hungry.’ 

| smiled at that. "You still could have used a bowl." 


"Yeah well | didn't, did 1?" He smiled back. 


And we just sat there smiling at each other. And for a moment we were the only ones there, anywhere, on 


the face of the Earth, just us and our goofy smiles. Till a certain someone interrupted, again! 


"You guys are so weird, you know that right?" Slash said looking at us with a slightly confused, slightly freaked 


out look. 
"Natu rally." 


| was ecstatic; everything in my life was suddenly wonderful, amazing, stupendous, incredible, thrilling.. the list 


goes on. There aren't enough words to even begin to explain how happy | was. And it was all because of him. 
My angel. 
My Fallen Angel. 


| had finally caught him. 


Slither 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry about the complications before. | don't own anything, or anyone, and this never, ever toke place in real 


life. 


It was probably the fact that my heart was running a mile a minute that wasn't letting me catch my breath. 
And the fact that | had a Scott clinging to me was probably not helping my attack either. We have been 
through this before, Scott and |, clinging to each other while we both tried to calm ourselves down from our 


attacks. 

| suffer from occasional panic-attacks and he suffers from a form of depression. Together we make it 
through the hardest times. Even now | could feel my heart start to slow down and my breathing start to even 
out, his fingers were still clawing into my shirt but | couldn't feel any more tears staining it. | pressed my face 
to the top of his head and kissed his soft hair. My arms circled his shoulders as | pulled him closer to my 
chest. 

No words are needed when we kiss each others demons away. 

Since that night on the bus, we have joined together. 

His fingers stopped their clawing and he reached out to snuggle deeper into my embrace. | let out a heavy sigh 
and relaxed back into the sofa while his breathing evened to match my own. His head came to rest on my 
shoulder and a hand trailed across my stomach before coming to rest on my hip. 

Slash strummed a soft melody on his guitar in the corner, singing along quietly. It has always helped us calm 
down. Matt and Dave chose their outfits for tonights gig quietly in the adjoining room. Everyone usually gives 
us some space during these moments and we are always thankful. 

Scott breathed in deeply and | looked down in time to see a frown cross his face. 

"Your armpits stink," he mumbled into my shirt. 

| wasn't expecting that. 

"Well your hair doesn't exactly smell like roses either." | let a small smirk cross my face. 

These were the moments | loved and the moments | still love, when he makes me laugh, when | make him 


laugh, when we joke and laugh over the stupidest things like we were kids again, it makes me wonder how | 


could have ever lived without him in my life to brighten up my day. 


But sometimes | hate him; sometimes he just seems like an arrogant bastard. I've come to realize though, that 


his ‘arrogant bastard’ phases are just his occasional moods swings, they're just another chip in the wood. 
But | could never truly hate him, even if he had just told me that my armpits stink 


Slash chuckled to himself in the corner and Scott shifted a bit and turned to face me. | wiped his face dry of 


the traces of tears and he smiled, a genuine, loving smile. He gave me a gentle hug and whispered in my ear. 
‘| love you, Duff" 


| would have said those three magical words back but Matt and Dave exploded through a door dressed as... 


French maids? 


They both had the little aprons and hats on, Matt even had a little feather-duster, and they were laughing 


their asses off. | guessed it was because they had three more maid outfits in their hands. 


Scott stood up and stretched, a small smile crossed his face but he tried to remain serious, "What the hell 


are you doing?" 

"We've come for you alll’ Dave's screamed reply took everyone by surprise. 

But what surprised me further was when he pounced on Scott, armed with an apron. They tackled on the 
ground and as they fought Slash and | burst out laughing. For a moment | forgot Matt was even in the room 
until he turned to me armed with yet another apron. No way was | going to wear that. 

"Matt, no." He started towards me and | pushed myself further back into the sofa. "Don't you fucking dare." 
His smirk grew into a large, psychotic grin and he pounced on me. My breath was knocked out of my lungs as 


his weight crushed down on my chest and | gave up resistance. One thought ran through my mind at that 


moment, why do we have French maid outfits in our dressing room? 


It wasn't long before Matt and Dave had gotten us all into the ridiculous French maids' outfits and now we only 
have 2 minutes before we have to get out in front of thousands of people and play live. 


I'm going to kill them. 


lllegal | 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! and thank you to my reviewers so far! :) You guys rock! 


Illegal | 


It could have been the fact that it was plastered over the covers of almost every music magazine in the 
world or the fact that there was an extremely embarrassing picture posted on the internet to go with the 
story, but I'm pretty sure the fact that Matt and Dave had spent the majority of this morning telling 
everyone we know was the last straw. On the cover of nearly every music magazine and even some 


newspapers, were some unbelievably embarrassing picture of us on stage with our frilly aprons. 
pap Y g P g yY aP 


It had been a fun gig, and as you are probably guessing it was one of the more memorable ones. | mean how 
frequently do you see Velvet Revolver play live in French maid outfits? Slash had played amazingly as usual, 
ignoring the frilly apron around his waist but Scott was having trouble forgetting it, and | was having trouble 
forgetting how sexy he looked wearing the frilly skirt and apron. He burst out laughing half way through our 
second song because Dave had strutted out to the edge of the stage and skipped around, swinging the uniform 


as he went. 


We all couldn't catch our breath before the song ended but the crowd was laughing along and having a good 
time anyway. We had then all clasped backstage afterwards but only had a few minutes to rest before we 
were ushered out and into our tour bus quickly to avoid an onslaught of reporters. Scott and | flopped onto 
the sofa at the back, still dressed as French maids, and lay there watching Matt and Dave jump up and down, 
laughing hysterically at their joke. | had the urge to flip them off with an offensive finger gesture but instead 
| laughed at how stupid they looked even if | probably looked the same. 


Slash was his usual hyper self after the gig, he walked up and down the bus, joined in celebration with the 
Dave and Matt (who we have now christened the chipmunks because of their annoying high-pitched squeals), 
made an unusual tasting milkshake for me and ended up having a water fight with Scott. That was when a 


brilliant idea crossed my mind. 

It was payback time. 

With Slash and Scott as my partners in crime, | filled a bucket with water and we snuck up behind the hyper 
chipmunks. | can tell you that having ice-cold water splashed on them made the chipmunks angry, very angry. 


And when the chipmunks are angry it's a good idea to run away as fast as possible. 


Once more we ended up on the ground, but this time we were the ones laughing our heads off as they ran 


around trying to pull their soaked outfits off. 


* 


A couple hours later the chipmunks had stopped talking to us completely, our manager was seriously pissed at 
us for having a water fight in the bus (something about wall paper), Slash was hanging of his bunk flicking 
through music channels on the TV. and Scott and | were playing cards on the kitchen table. | couldn't stop 
myself from staring goofily at the cute look on his face when he tried to concentrate. 


His eyebrows creased and his nose scrunched up in an adorable pout before he folded and mumbled out that | 
had won the game. My goofy smile grew and | looked around to see if anyone was watching before | reached 
across the table and planted a sloppy kiss on his lips. His pout turned into a grin and his cheeks blushed and | 
dealt another round of cards with my eyes constantly on him and his goofy smile. 


There finally came a time when the chipmunks came out of their sulking and declared that their were going to 
bed, when the remote fell to the floor and Slash started to snore, when Scott forgot how to play black-jack 
and when | couldn't be bothered to play when | was half asleep anyway. 


| stood up and stretched before holding out my hand to him. We made our way back to our bunks in silence 
and | started to take off the embarrassing apron that | had completely forgot about during the commotion 
early but he stopped me. 


"Don't." | looked to Scott confused but he was smirking sleepily. "I think it makes you look sexy.” 
He slurred the last word and anyone else would have thought he was drunk. 


"Really?" | raised an eyebrow and | kissed his cheek sloppily before that damn goofy smile made itself present. 
He laughed at my smile and began changing into his red pajama pants. To his amusement | pulled off the rest 
of the uniform and stood before him in nothing but my boxers and the frilly apron 


He kissed me once before scrambling up into his bunk and diving under the covers. Armed with my goofy smile 
| followed him in and pulled the curtain shut behind me. He immediately snuggled into my arms and inhaled 
deeply. | kissed the top of his hair lightly and rubbed my arms up and down his back. | slid down so that | could 
kiss his lips and | felt him give in to it. | pushed my tongue into his mouth to explore and to be honest | was 


sure as hell | saw some type of pleasure in his mind. 

| moved down and left traces of kisses down his neck, but when | reached his shoulder | realized that he had 
stopped his gentle caressing touches across my chest. | looked up to see that his eyes were closed and to 
hear gentle inhales and exhales. 


So close. 


With a sigh | moved back up and gathered his sleeping form into my arms. He immediately snuggled deeper into 


my embrace. It wasn't that | was disappointed, sure | would have liked what would have happen next if he 
hadn't drifted off, but as much as | wanted it | knew it was too soon and that we will wait till the time was 
right. It wasn't like he said no, but | knew that's how he felt and | want to do what was best for him and 
myself. 


Together we lay comfortably in each other's arms. We always sleep like this; it has become a tradition even 
though we've only slept in the same bunk for a couple days. Jesus, has it only been that long? To me it's 
another one of those little comforts and I'm sure it is for him as well. He will always be safe in my arms and | 
hope he knows that he is. 


Even though | was wide-awake | knew | should've gotten some sleep. | the covers up over us both and tried to 
drift off, we have another gig tomorrow and we all have to be bright and cheery or else we'll get another 


bollixing by our health and nutrition advisors and probably our manger as well 


Sleep didn't come easily for me that night, but Scott slept soundly. | tried counting sheep but that didn't work 
because soon | was wondering why the fuck sheep would be jumping back and forth over a fence anyway. My 
musing took my mind off a lot of things. It took my mind off the annoying hum of the engine as we drove 
along a bumpy; it took my mind off Slashs loud snoring and even took my mind of the embarrassing photos and 


stories that are now plaster over every music magazine and being discussed on a lot of radio stations. 


But most importantly it took my mind off someone | should have been thinking about. Someone | should have 


been checking to see if he was all right: someone who was sleeping right next to me. 


| didn't notice as his temperature rose, | didn't notice as he began sweating, and | fell asleep before | could 


notice him toss and turn away from me. 


Rocket Queen 


Author's Notes: 
Woah! That's the fastest | think I've come up with an idea so quickly! Well here you are rockers, enjoy. 


It could have been the fact that | was alone in the bunk or the fact that I'd succeeded in bumping my head 
against the wall but it was probably the loud shouts and knocks coming from down the aisle that had woken 
me up so abruptly. 


| made a theory that someone was in the bathroom and someone else was trying to get said person out of it. 
"Hurry the FUCK up! I'm dying here!" Morning Slash. 


| figured out, without much difficulty, that it was Scott in the bathroom and Slash trying to get him the out. 
Years of education put to work for once. | lazily rolled over and stuck an arm off the edge of the bunk that 
was soon accompanied by my head. Sure enough Slash was desperately pounding at the bathroom door and 


leaning from foot to foot in obvious discomfort. | watched him with mild amusement. 


Most buses only have one bathroom and ours was no exception. | bathroom for 5 guys rarely took it's toll 
since we all have bladders of iron and can usually wait till we reach the next venue or hotel, except Slash who 


flocked to the bathroom the whole fucking time. 

"Good morning” 

Slash promptly flipped me off at my comment: 

"Could you get Scott the fuck outta there or else I'm gonna piss my pants!" 


| smirked and rolled out into the aisle and began yawring and streching making sure that | took my time in 
reaching the bathroom. | wasn't aware of him staring at me till he coughed slightly. | looked at him confused 
before realizing | still had that fucking outfit on from last night. | tore it off quickly and jammed my feet into 
my pajama pants, blushing the whole time. He just gave me a surprised look and mouthed the words ‘| don't 


even want to know', thank God he didn't ask. 


| made my way down to the bathroom and knocked on the door, still blushing when | called out, "Hey Scott, you 


ok?" 


We heard some mumbling and rattling before the handle turned and a paler than usual Scott stepped out of 
the door. He looked up to me with heavy eyes and weakly pushed past me, making his way down the aisle to 
the couch at the end. | was vaguely aware of Slash rushing into the bathroom but | was fully aware of Scotts 


flinch at the loud bang when he yanked the door shut. 


| started down the hall, every step laced with concern as | watched him scramble slowly and carefully into a 


blanket on the couch. | felt my heart clench in my chest when he let out a pathetic little moan 


What's wrong, baby? He's never acted like this since, well since before. He couldn't be back on them, he couldn't 


have relapsed, could he? | sighed and leant over the bundled up mound before me. 

"Hey, you ok?" 

A tuft of hair appeared out of the mound flowed by a pale forehead and a dark pair of eyes. He made a sweet 
little cooing noise in the back of his throat and | knelt down to his height, placing one hand over his forehead 
only to find it boiling hot. | sighed and kissed his forehead gently. He closed his eyes at the touch and a small 


simile crept onto his face. 


"You're sick baby and feverish | think" | gave him a sympathetic smile and he just pouted, sticking his arms 
out of the ball of blankets he was in, demanding a hug. 


| leant in and scooped him into arms and maneuvering myself onto the couch so he could lie in my lap. He 
sighed contently and absently played with my pajama pants, tracing the print across my knee. | sighed and 
looked down at his pale face, my poor baby. He sniffled almost in response to my wordless comment. 
Slash suddenly burst out of the bathroom door sighing heavily. He looked over to us confused. 


"Damn what the hell were you doing in there Scott? My bladder could have burst!" 


| could have sworn | saw a grin on Scotts face, he didn't answer Slash but decided on faking sleep instead. Slash 


stared from me to him obviously wondering about the strange position we were in 

"What are you doing?" 

"He's sick." My smile grew as realization drew on Slash and he apologized before heading for the kitchen for 
some drinks and food. | absently ran my fingers through Scotts hair realizing he assn't faking sleep anymore. 


Slash came back, hands piled high with two bowls of cereal and some hot drinks. 


"So, I'm guessing that means no show tonight," Slash started while handing me a bowl of fruit loops, my 


favorite cereal, "| mean if he's sick and all." 


"Well, depends really." | began crunching my way through my cereal but quietly so that | wouldn't wake Scott 
up, he needed his rest. 


"On what?" 


"Whether he throws up all day or not. It might pass by later on" 


Slash nodded at that and began eating his own cereal. We talked quietly about the most random things from 
other bands to which celebrity make the best president for some strange reason, till Dave decided to wake up 


and join in making the conversation go to even weirder topics. 


Matt woke up hours later, after we'd all finished our breakfast. He made himself a large black coffee which 
had a very strong aroma. | ran my fingers though my loves hair when he began squirming. And before | knew 
what the hell was going on, instead of having my baby's head on my lap | had his entire stomach contents. He'd 
thrown up on me, great just what | need. 


Today gonna be an interesting day. 


